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the forest, or to ramble in the hills, giving out that
I was hunting, as indeed I was, after a fashion of my
own. And dismissing my attendants, I used to roam,
by night and day, listening to the sound of the
wind as it played in the trees, and gazing into the
distance, with tears in my eyes, I knew not why. And
often I went stealthily, stealing on tiptoe among the
trees, and passing noiselessly from trunk to trunk, as
if I feared lest the rustle of a leaf should scare away
the thing I sought, though what it was I could not
tell. And often I lay still for hours, striving to guess
my own secret, and racking my imagination for an
answer that never came. So I continued to live, more
resembling one dreaming than a waking man, sus-
pended continually between despair and expectation,
and as it were starting at every noise, and constantly
looking as it were behind me, as if my secret were
my own shadow.

And in the meanwhile, my uncle, steadfast in his
duty, and anxious for the family, strove to get me
married; but in vain. For all the neighbouring kings,
and everybody else, knew my story, and looked upon
me as one lying under a curse, whose family was
doomed: and there was not one of them who would
have given me so much as a hair of his daughter's head,
though I had offered him my kingdom in exchange.
And this state of affairs, like the circle produced on
water by the dropping of a stone, spread ever wider